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Leather 


Author's Notes: 


Hope that you enjoy this! | saw this prompt and got instantly inspired with it! :) 


Leather turns me on. Fuck if | know why. 


Part of it is the feel. Especially worn leather. You can feel that it's been lived in. New leather doesn't feel as 
good. Then there's the smell. Fuck. | could get off on the smell of leather alone. 


Fuck. Here | am, sitting on my fucking bed, fantasizing about a leather jacket that's hanging in the closet ten 


feet from me. l'm off the bed in a matter of seconds. | lock the door and throw open the closet door. 


There it is. Staring at me. Taunting me. | can smell it from here. My cock throbs in my boxers, demanding 


attention. Fuck. 


| reach out and trail my fingers along the sleeve of the jacket and shiver again Fuck. It's so soft. Grabbing the 
jacket off the hanger | immediately tug it on. The smell washes over me. | groan | thrust my hips, but the 


friction from my boxers isn’t enough. 


The sleeves hang past my hands. | bring one up and trail it down my chest, letting the soft leather tease at 
my skin. Another moan escapes me. Fuck this is so fucking hot. I'm ready to explode and | haven't even touched 


myself yet. 


"0-Oh god." | moan again, my head arching back as | rub the sleeve over my nipples. They immediately peak, 
and my cock is begging for a touch. | trail the leather up my neck and slowly press the sleeve against my 
face, inhaling the scent of the leather. 


| stumble back until | fall on the bed, gasping. | push one sleeve up my arm and force my boxers down, lower 
around my hips. The other sleeve | press against my face again, half to muffle my loud moan and half to 


inhale the earthyness of the leather again. 


| won't last long. | know it. | feel too dirty, too naughty and | am too fucking turned on to try and last any 


amount of time like this. | wrap my hand around my cock and stroke, hard and fast. 


| stifle the sound of my moans by pressing the leather sleeve tighter against my face. | pant, writhe, tugging 
on my cock, rubbing the leather against my face, down my chest. | tease my fingers against the tip, moaning 


agai n. 


Oh fuck, I'm gonna come, l'm gonna comel | keep the squeak from escaping, but only just as | muffle it against 
the leather and explode all over my stomach. | keep stroking myself, making it go longer until I'm too sensitive 


to touch myself anymore. | pull my hand away and stare down at the mess I've made. 
Fuck. Frantically, | look at the jacket and make sure | haven't stained it anywhere. After a thorough inspection, 
it seems that | managed to miss hitting the jacket. | scramble out of it, leaving it in a pile on the bed while | 


run to the bathroom and clean myself off. 


The sound of knocking on the door nearly made my heart stop. | ran back into the room, grabbed the leather 
jacket and hung it up. 


"Lars, what the fuck! Let me in!" 


| touch the jacket again gently, stroking my fingers over the material reverently before | walked over to the 


door and flipped the lock 


